Corsica and a Shabby Lieutenant
"I have no news of him," the abbe replied, "though I
caught a glimpse of his coat-tails disappearing through
the doors of the Jacobin Club. Flying coat-tails, flying
heels, that seems to be your son, these days, Letizia. Why,
the boy jumps like a flea over the whole island!" And
he fanned himself with his hat in some irritation, as if
his nephew had just led him a merry chase over the
mountains.
The old archdeacon had been temperamentally calm
enough, except when the boys teased him for money or
harried his pet goats; and it was only illness that had
acidulated his natural sweetness. Now he answered judi-
cially enough from the bolster:
"You are wrong there, Fesch, in taking him so lightly.
When Fm gone Joseph will be head of the family, but
Napoleon will head more families than this in the via
Malerbe. Who knows, Fesch, but he may give you a
cardinal's hat!"
Letizia smiled. It was not so difficult to think of her
son as handing out a cardinal's hat as it was to picture
her amiable half-brother wearing one; but the old voice
was going wearily on:
"In a way, though, you are right. I wish he'd stick to
his regiment and the career chosen for him instead of
mixing in these wretched brawls. He's a marked man, and
some day he'll rouse the thunder-storm!"
At first Letizia did not join in this dialogue, for she
Was not given to words, though she could speak her mind
on occasion, as the congregation of the Oratorio Giovanni
Battista knew well. Its tower could be seen from the
window where she sat; and it was there, not many years
before, when a misguided priest asked her a question
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